You're a Backstabbing, Double-Crosser! 


Author: Midnight Fantasy 


Bands: Guns N Roses 
Characters: Axl Rose, Slash 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Non-adult 

Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Wed Feb 23 2005 II:2830 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


You're a Backstabbing, Double-Crosser! 


Author's Notes: 
This is really just something i wrote because i really missed writing. If you like it then Thanks. If you don't.. 


don't care. 


You're a Backstabbing, Double-Crosser! 


Sometimes why | wonder why he bothers with me. l'm really just holding him back, and its sad because he 
knows it's the truth. And he'll swear until the fucking cows come home that he is in love with me; and yet how 
can he be when | give him nothing but pain? 


Most of all it hurts when he becomes so gentle. When he treats me like I'm the most fragile thing in the 
world, when l'm really not. | can handle myself, but he makes me feel like | can't, and sometimes that really 
pisses me off. Fuck, I'm not a schoolgirl that can't keep her skirt down without being told, and I'm not a boy 
scout lost in the woods. I'm fucking Axl Rose! And nobody can take that away from me. 


Maybe that's the problem? 


I'm always so sure of myself. | deject other people and yet | yearn to be accepted. Hell, | may act like | don't 


care what happens to my friends or the people around me but on the odd occasion | do. 


But Slash..Slash is a far more complicated matter. It's like he's been stitched into my heart or something like 
that. It's like the more | try to keep him away, the more the little bastard buries himself under my skin 


Fuck off! Get away you pestering emotions! Shoo! And don’t you fucking dare come back! 


And | know what you're thinking. You're thinking ‘Axl Rose, you need therapy dude: Well I've heard it all before 


so just don't bother requesting a specialist to me because l'm not interested. 
The only person that can help me with my obvious insanity is the same person that's causing the problem. 


Just look at him: swaying his head in time with the music and banging his hips against his guitar like he's 
raping it! If he loves that hunk of wood so much why doesn't he just marry it? 


Oh yeah, he'd love that! He could just go marry something and then he wouldn't have to notice me! He wouldn't 
have to deal with me crying my fucking eyes out in the corner of a room over all the stressful shit that's 
going on in my head! He wouldn't have to hold me close to him and ask me ‘what's the matter’ in that calm, 


wistful voice of his. 


Because | bet he can't stand me. | bet he just cringes when he touches me; I'll bet he acts like he loves me 
while I'm there and then when | leave he's talking about how much of a psycho | am to everybody else! | can 


practically taste his disgust for me. 


That's probably why I'm here right now. I'm just sitting at the side of the stage in a little corner of my own, 


watching the surroundings..watching him. 


| can tell that he's starting to wonder where | am now, because he's getting that questioning glint in his eyes. | 
can see it as those two brown orbs flicker around the stage and across the vast corners of the empty 


stadium to see if l'm coming. 
But I'm not going to go to him. 


No. He's causing me too much pain. He's being such a backstabbing bastard that | am finding it hard gaining 
peace within his arms like | used to. | used to always cuddle up to him and kiss his neck and eyes. | used to 
stroke his hair, smile at him playfully and sometimes he'd even let me wear his hats. Sure, they were a bit big 
but he'd fucking laugh his head off whenever I'd put one on and make a meek attempt at playing the guitar. 


I'd always just pluck a few strings before accidentally letting the thing drop to the ground. Then I'd smile at 
him apologetically and he'd stare at me blankly for a while- a type of fire burning in his eyes. A fire that 


could've been either passion or rage; it excited me that | never knew what to expect from him. 


But, when I'd see those flames in his glowing gems, | knew it was usually only one thing that he wanted. 
He'd lean over to me and pull me in close to him. My eyes would automatically shut as | awaited his touch. 


At first I'd feel his breath on my face. It was warm and inviting, like a summer's day in Indiana. Except much 


more... Homely than Indiana. Because Indiana-though | may have lived there- was never my home. 


Gradually his fingers would fall on my bottom lip; tracing along it with a smooth stroke, and I'd shiver with 
delight. Nobody had ever made me feel like this. Nobody had ever cared this much. And yet perhaps | depended 
on this ‘love' thing too much. Perhaps | set myself up to be let down and now it was coming right back around 
to bite me in the ass. 


Just like me to pick lovers that are backstabbing, double-crossers! 


But back then-when | was like a puppet on strings for him..l really did live for everything he had to offer me. | 
was such a fool for his eyes, his skin and his lips. It was all just there and from the very beginning | knew he 


had to be mine; because he was the best, and from all the shit that | had went through | deserved the best! 


And here | am now; just looking out at him from the corner of the stage behind a small curtain. He couldn't 
see me though... or maybe he didn't want to see me? Maybe I've just become some sort of an invisible 
figment of his imagination! | bet when he thinks about me he just curses himself because | repulse him so 


much. 

Bastard thinks he's fucking too good for me, godammit! 

| mean, those songs for ‘Slash's fucking Snakepit! were supposed to be for Guns‘! And that's what | said to him. 
| said ‘Slash, you are in Guns n' Roses! Any songs you write are for Guns' and Guns' only! and yet he didn't 
listen to me. Instead he just sneered in complete repulsion. As if | was some sort of horrible leach on his skin- 
he simply growled at me. 

And I'll never forget that look in his eyes when he stood up from his chair that he had been sitting on and 
walked towards the door. He stared me down like a dog about to attack a cornered cat. He glared at me like | 


was the lowest life form on earth and it was the only time | ever felt small. Degraded. Like | didn't deserve to 


be alive at all. 
I'll never forgive him for making me feel like that. 


He's such an asshole. He's a lying, double-crossing asshole. 


To think that | actually loved that son of a bitch... 


~SLASH~ 
He's a complicated motherfucker, I'll tell you that much. 


| swear, he makes the biggest deals about the smallest things. It was only a couple of songs and it wasn't like | 
was double-crossing him or anything. | don't think | would've even bothered taking the songs if | had known he 
was going to be so fucking melodramatic about it. | mean, come on Axl, it's me we're talking about here! | don't 
do things like that! | don't purposely go out and intend to get up your ass about everything! Some things, but 
not everything! 


Doesn't Axl remember the times when we just kicked back and had a laugh? Granted, he never was the type 
to just go with the flow now, was he? No, everything always had to be done according to plan. There was 


always a schedule in which every-fucking-little-thing was done in an orderly and business-like fashion 

He would've made a great receptionist. 

But still, 'm getting a bit worried Whenever he told me that he was angry that | used songs for Slash's 
Snakepit, he gave me this strange look. It cut right through me, ya know? It was like he hated my guts..like | 
had stabbed him in the back or something. | couldn't deal with that, man. | had to get out of that room. Out of 
his sight. 


Fuck, he's the only guy that can make me feel so fucking low. 


He knows how much of a hold he's got over me. I'm like a dog to a bone with him, and he knows it. But some 


things he just can't make me do! He can't make me feel guilty for using those songs! He can't! 
And yet he's doing a pretty good fucking job of it. 


The stadium that we'll be playing in tomorrow night is empty as | look around it. | came here because | 
thought he'd be here... so we could talk, you know? But when | realised that he wasn't actually waiting for me 
up here on stage, | just decided to play a little guitar. Get some frustrations out. 


And yet, if he's not here, how come | can feel him so close to me? | can practically sense his presence 


everywhere and yet he's nowhere in sight. 
No matter what happens, he always seems to get the better of me. Perhaps the reason that | feel him so 
close to me all the time is because he's so fucking under my skin that | can't shake him free. | doubt I'll ever 


be able to either. 


And as | take my guitar from around my shoulders and set it down on the amplifier at the side stage, | take 


another look around the grand, desolate stadium. 


There's loads of Styrofoam littering the area; along with a couple of big, kick-ass fucking metal poles lying in a 


stack at the side of the arena; but there's no Axl. 

Still. 

“Axll" | scream, stepping forward slightly on stage and looking out towards the other end of the amphitheatre. 
Silence. 


| don't know why l'm screaming though. Even if the dick were here he wouldn't reply. He's very annoying in 


ways li ke that. 


Whenever you need him he'll never be there for you. And godamn itd be great to feel him right now. Just grip 
his ass and tangle my hand through his hair and all. The bitch likes it rough. 


He loves it when | give him scorching hot looks, like l'm really angry or something. He loves it when | grab a 


fistful of his hair and pull his head back, before covering his neck in very soft kisses. 
He likes the ratio of pain to pleasure. 


| shook my head harshly and gritted my teeth together. Does the fucker really have me so whipped that | 
can't not think about him. 


| swear, if that guy knew how much | loved him..He wouldn't give two shits about the fucking songs. 


And with that last bitter thought, | shook my head in slight disappointment and idly made my way off stage; 


stumbling as | trotted down a couple of steps and down into the backstage area. 


| never meant to hurt Axl. But in his fucked up mind, I've probably hurt him ten times more than | might have 
any other person. Because that's the kind of guy he is. 


Axl is drowning in a sea of his own insecure tendencies that he just can't accept the fact that somebody in 


this world can fall in love with him. 


